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Soaine Jenyns.
[A.D.1766.
His triumph over Jenyns is thus described by my friend Mr. Courtenay in his Poetical Review of the literary and moral Character of Dr- Jolinson; a performance of such merit, that had I not been honoured with a very kind and partial notice in it1, I should echo the sentiments of men of the first taste loudly in its praise:
'When specious sophists with presumption scan The source of evil hidden still from man J Revive Arabian tales, and vainly hope To rival St. John, and his scholar Pope: Though metaphysicks spread the gloom of night, By reason's star he guides our aching sight; The bounds of knowledge marks, and points the way To pathless wastes, where wilder'd sages stray; Where, like a farthing link-hoy, Jenyns stands, And the dim torch drops from his feeble hands2.'
1  See ante, p. 223.
2  Some time after Dr. Johnson's death  there appeared in the newspapers  and magazines an   illiberal and petulant attack upon him, in the form of an Epitaph, under the name of Mr. Soame Jenyns, very unworthy of that gentleman, who had quietly submitted to the critical lash while Johnson lived. It assumed, as charac-teristicks of him, all the vulgar circumstances   of  abuse   which  had circulated amongst the ignorant.    It was  an  unbecoming indulgence of puny resentment, at a time when he himself was at a very advanced age, and had a near prospect of descending to the grave.    I was truly sorry for it;  for he was then become an avowed, and (as my Lord Bishop of London, who had a serious conversation with him on the subject, assures me) a sincere Christian.    lie could   not   expect   that   Johnson's numerous   friends   would   patiently bear  to have the memory of their master stigmatized by no mean pen, but that, at least, one would be found to retort.   Accordingly, this unjust and sarcastick Epitaph was met in
the same publick field by an answer, in terms by no means soft, and such as wanton provocation only could justify:
' EPITAPH, ' Prepared'for a. creature not quite
dead yet. 'HERE lies a little ugly nauseous
elf, Who    judging    only   from     its
wretched self, Feebly attempted,  petulant  and
vain,
The " Origin of Evil " to explain. A mighty Genius at this elf dis-
pleas'd, With a strong critick grasp  the
urchin squeez'cl. For thirty years its coward spleen
it kept, Till in the dust the mighty Genius
slept; Then stunk and fretted in expiring
snuff,
And blink'd at JOHNSON with its last poor puff
BOSWELL.
The epitaph is vel-y likely iJosvvefl'S own. For Jenyns's conversion see post, April 13 and 15, 1778.
Thisssez de monde ; il a livre un combat a un amiral frangais, et on a trouve qiril n'etait pas assez prcs de lui.     Mais,   dit   Canclide,    1'amiral frangais ctait aussi loin de 1'amiral anglais que celui-ci 1'etait de 1'autre.
